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beautiful black eyes, beautiful teeth, small
feet and imperceptible ankles. These little
feet wear cinnamon stockings, the color of
the mud of Marseilles. Their gowns are
badly cut. Their beautiful black hair owes
the greater part of its lustre to tallow. Add
to this an atmosphere of garlic mingled with
rancid oil vapor, and you may represent to
yourself the beauty of Marseilles. What a
pity it is that there should be nothing per*
feet in the world ! Well, the Marseilles
women are ravishing in spite of everything,
I need a letter from you to reanimate me.

LXXXL

PARIS, Friday morningy November 3, 1843.
.WHAT is it that prevents you from being
frank, and makes you seek for the most ex-
traordinary lies in order to conceal a word
of truth which would please me so much ?
Among the good sentiments of which you
speak there is one, you say, which I do not
understand; and as you do not try to make me
understand it, I cannot even divine it. As
for the two others, I am not more skilful.I do not know what would become of me.
